1842.]            Regrets Her Impetuosity *                8l

be one in will and design with the great mind that has Letter
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laid open to us these treasures is the sun that warms Pears,
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and fructifies it. I am more and more impressed Mch.. 1842,
with the duty eft folding happiness. On a retrospec-
tion of the past month, I regret nothing so much as
my own impetuosity both of feeling and judging. I
am not inclined to be sanguine as to my clear father's
future determination, and I sometimes have an intense-
ly vivid consciousness, which I only allow to be a
fleeting one, of all that is painful and that has been so.
I can only learn that my father has commenced his
alterations at Packington, but he only appears to be
temporarily acquiescing in my brother's advice f'not
to be in a hurry." I do not intend to remain here
longer than three weeks, or, at the very farthest, a
month ; and, if I am not then recalled, I shall write
for definite directions. I must have a home^ not a vis-
iting-place. I wish you would learn something from
my father, and send me word how he seems disposed.
I hope you get long walks on these beautiful days.
You would love to hear the choristers we have here j
they are hymning away incessantly. Can you not
drive over and see me? Do come by hook or by
crook. Why, Mr. Pears could almost walk hither. I
am becoming very hurried, for most welcome tea is in
the vicinity, and I must be busy after I have imbibed
its inspiration. You will write to me to-morrow, will you
not? and pray insist on Mr. Pears writing an appendix.
I had a note from Mrs. Bray this morning, and I liked
it better than my breakfast. So do give me a little
treat on Saturday. Blessings on you and yours, as all
forlorn beggars have said from time immemorial to
their benefactors; but real feeling, you know, will
sometimes slip into a hackneyed guise.
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